THE HANGING

JUDITH sat facing old Montague Cards, He was
not old in years, being but twenty-nine. He was
the only son of Morgan, brother of Prosper and
uncle of Jennifer, and was, therefore, the lovely
Jennifer's cousin. He was a bachelor and plainly
designed from the beginning for that character.
He was thin to emaciation, never varied in his
dress, a bag-wig, a suit of black silk. His nostrils
constantly heaved in a sort of simpering protest,
as though he were offended by a bad smell. But
he was not. It was a sort of inner nasal irrita-
tion. His voice was affected and often rose to a
shrill note, but behind these absurdities he was in
reality a kindly, nervous, generous soul, who longed
to be liked but did not know how to set about it.
He had a horror of being made love to by women,
although he liked their company, for he adored
gossip.

He was tyrannised by his man-servant and his
man-servant's wife. He had been, until Will's
sudden rise, the wealthiest of all the Herries.
His grandfather had left him money, and he, by
careful investment, had increased it. He was
very cautious and reputed to be miserly. This he
quite certainly was not, but he found the reputation
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